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THE WINDMILL CLUB 


"When a glen invites our visitingfootsUps.fancy 
that Pan leads us with a gracious tremolo." 

Robert Louis Stevenson 







WHAT MAY BE SEEN 
ON ANY MAY DAY IN 
THE FOREST AND THE 
GLEN, A SHORT AND 
PLEASANT TOURNEY 
FROM THE CITY OF 
WASHINGTON, D.C. 
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T his story is dedicated to 
certain little women who 
may some day wish to ex¬ 
plore the Forest and the Glen 


<0 


t 






<s 








L 


UNDER THE BRIDGE 









THE FOREST AND 
THE GLEN 


f r UST outside the city of 
Washington and al¬ 
most in sight of the 
dome of the Capitol 
there is a certain spot 
which certain little girls 
will some day want to 
visit. It is strangely beautiful. If you 
go to it in Maytime or autumn, you 
leave the train or electric cars and find 
yourself facing on the west a little 
forest dropping down into a deep glen 
and rising again to still higher levels 
on which you catch a glimpse of 
towers and balconies. In the far bot¬ 
tom of the glen runs a brook and over 
the glen—very high above the run- 













ning water — leaps a bridge of many 
piers and arches. 

Standing at one point you may see 
through the trees on the right what 
seems to be the curved portico of a 
Colonial building, and equally far to 
the left you discover the red-tiled roof 
of a Tuscan villa. Here and there are 
strange little structures — a Windmill 
—a Castle — a Swiss Chalet — a Jap¬ 
anese Temple — an old California Mis¬ 
sion House — a Bungalow — while be¬ 
yond and rising above them all is a 
great building with piazzas and towers 
and pinnacled roofs and fluttering 
flags. 

Down along the brookside girls are 
strolling arm in arm. Over the para¬ 
pets of the bridge the girls are leaning. 
In almost any direction you look there 
are girls. To and fro on the walks and 
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roadways, and looking down from the 
Tuscan villa; peering out of the Cas¬ 
tle; clustered around the Windmill 
and the Chalet; singing on the Bunga¬ 
low porch, are girls and girls—many 
girls. Different as it all may seem 
from any school you ever knew—it is 
still, you are sure, a school. 

By this time you have crossed the 
bridge. The story is revealed still 
farther. Very likely, one of the many 
girls has offered to tell you more. She 
will take you to the beautiful building 
with the tall Ionic portico—will open 
the doors and show you where the 
little plays are given—where the con¬ 
certs occur—where in the early eve¬ 
nings the students follow the travel- 
talks and pictures—where on the 
moonlit steps they sing—where, at 
last, the classes graduate. 
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Just beyond, she will point to the 
Senior Home, the House of Self-Con¬ 
trol, where the final year of school is 
spent, a very large and very busy 
family — the leaders and the stays of 
all school life. She will guide you 
through the Main Building with its 
interesting rooms and features — the 
great dining hall — the white kitchen 
— the offices and reading-room, and 
then to the beautiful Chapel and the 
sound of organ music; to the glorious 
Gymnasium, all alive with action — 
the great floors thronged with march¬ 
ing squads, others bowling, others 
swimming — still others on the green 
field playing hockey and tennis and 
basket-ball. And as you look you 
hear the clatter of hoofs and down 
the road from the stables come the 
girls on horseback — out for a canter 




THE ODEON 

"Where the little />/ayj are given — where 
on the moonlit stefis they sing." 
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through the country lanes and the 
parks. 

You have come upon a holiday and 
all the girls are roaming about, play¬ 
ing in the open air, intent on every 
kind of sport. Scores and scores of 
girls are abroad for the day. One 
party has gone to Mount Vernon — 
sailing down the beautiful Potomac, 
and walking as pilgrims around the 
historic rooms and gardens of George 
Washington's home. Some are visit¬ 
ing Arlington, where so many of the 
nation’s noble dead lie sleeping; some 
are watching the thrilling cavalry drill 
at Fort Myer; some are spending the 
day at the Caverns of Luray, a visit 
of amazing interest and wonders; 
others at the moment are in the White 
House gazing at the historic rooms; 
or at the Treasury, looking upon the 
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nation’s hoarded gold; or watching, 
at the Printing Bureau, the miles and 
piles of banknotes. At the Capitol, in 
Senate or House, other groups are 
listening to debates that make history 
— to voices that shape the nation’s 
destiny; while, passing across to the 
great Congressional Library, you 
would find still others in raptures at 
the glories of art and literature, as¬ 
sembled in that mighty building. And 
thus the holidays are spent at this 
certain school, quite close to the 
nation’s Capitol. 

Were the visit made on the mor¬ 
row, other and different scenes would 
greet you. You would pass from 
building to building — there must be 
nearly thirty in all — each interesting 
for some particular thing. In the 
Recitation Hall, in the Laboratories, 
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in the Studios, the usual work goes 
on as in many another school or col¬ 
lege; but your guide, the girl who met 
you on the bridge, will be more eager 
perhaps to show you what is unusual; 
the home-makers* rooms, where some 
are cooking — some serving a luncheon 
— some preparing a dinner — some en¬ 
gaged in sewing and making pretty 
summer gowns and dainty hats; the 
Craftsman studio with costume de¬ 
signing, the hammering of metals, the 
shaping of rings and brooches, the 
modeling of leather, the making of 
book covers and wall-paper, interior 
decoration, the making of posters and 
woven things; the Greenhouses, where 
the floriculture classes are potting 
bulbs, pricking out seedlings, study¬ 
ing the wonders of plant life and 
learning, as all girls should, the de- 
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light and value of practical gardening. 

It is not so easy to describe the little 
clubs — those pretty houses where you 
saw so many girls; but long before 
you have ended the visit you will 
begin to feel that these are the most 
unusual things in the school. You 
will learn how the new girls choose 
the club they want to join — and how 
the club chooses the new girls — till 
every one finds her social home and 
not a soul is left out or forgotten — 
a frank democracy of young girls in 
which everyone is somehow concerned 
with the happiness of all the others. 

To certain little women we hope 
this may prove to be a distant glimpse 
of the life at the Glen School. To en¬ 
joy it — to get the greatest good from 
it — these certain little women should 
begin to think of it now; to wonder 
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what they would best be studying, to 
do well what they are now doing, and 
to finish with honor and content the 
preparatory schools they are now 
attending. 

Meanwhile, their parents — the best 
of all advisers — will begin to plan for 
the coming school years; and the older 
sisters and cousins and friends — there 
must now be thousands of them — who 






have once been girls at the Glen, will 
tell the story of it — those wonderful 
two years of pulsing life and industry. 
And when all is settled — even though 
the coming be several years hence, 
these certain little women should send 
a letter asking for the larger book — a 
letter in their own hand-writing that 
it may be placed with hundreds of 
others, written by other little sisters, 
who are to enter by and by. And if, 
in the meantime, any of these little 
women should take a journey to 
Washington, nothing would be love¬ 
lier, nothing would be easier, than to 
visit the School in the Forest and the 
Glen. And to do it she must write 
the little letter we have spoken of 
and address it to the Registrar, Room 
C, National Park Seminary. Forest 
Glen. Maryland. 
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